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The First Steps 


Where am |? 


Bright sunlight beats down on green, rolling hills. In the distance, | can hear the sound of running water. A 
river? A rainbow hangs in the painfully blue sky. 


And in front of me is a huge bridge. Looks like the one in London with towers and shit. 

And the people. Hundreds of fuckin’ people, all walking for the bridge. None of them look back. They just walk. 
Suddenly | feel scared. Alone. The last thing | remember is that cold, clinical room and eyes boring into me 
before thousands of volts of electricity burned me alive. | remember the pain. | remember David's name on 
my lips in the seconds before the first jolt hit me. 


Then | remember nothing. 


Nothing but darkness. 


And a strange feeling of being detached. 


| thought | was sleeping, floating in the void of blackness. Nowhere to go. Everything torn from under me. 


And now l'm here, awake and alive in some land of warmth and.. 

And peace. 

There's a feeling of stillness in the air. One | didn't know in that other world. 
Peace. 

And love. 

And unity. 

Fuck, it's strange. 

People brush past me. They all give me the same contented smile. None of them look.. dead. 
Are we dead? 

Was | rescued and dumped in this place? 

Fuck. 


| look back to the bridge. People stream over it. And then | notice something odd. 


The closer people get, the more the speed up until they're running. They embrace other people, people waiting 


for them. And then, together they walk across the bridge. Looking closer, | realise there are those who don't 


have anyone waiting for them. Instead they're met by something which must be familiar to them. Cats, dogs, 


birds, fuck, even tigers and elephants. Everyone has someone to cross the bridge with. 
Except for me. 

| have no one. 

Nothing calls to me. 

Nothing looks for me. 


I'm alone, like | deserve to be. 


Why am | even here? Why aren't | in Hell? Does Hell even exist? Wherever | should be, | shouldn't be in this 
beautiful place. | took lives. | murdered in cold blood. | killed the one person who'd actually given a shit for me. 
And | did it because | couldn't bear the thought of him being with someone else. 

| turn and begin to look for the way out. There must be a way out. | got here. Maybe | can go back to where | 
came from. Maybe | can get back to that room. Maybe | can be the one who helps others to get to this place. 
| can guide them, show them the way, reassure them that it's not just darkness after their death. They need 
help. They need the help | never got. Need to know peace and love, even if it's only for a second. Because, damn, 
most of the guys | was trapped in that godforsaken prison with had never known a day's love in their lives. 
They'd been beaten, raped, shot at, sliced open and, badly treated animals, they'd finally snapped and landed 
themselves on death row. At least | got a chance at love. 

Got a chance and blew it. 


"Dave!" 


The sound of my name stills me. | stare straight ahead. People seem to be coming from a forest of trees. 


Maybe that's where the entrance is. | just need to get there so | start walking again. 
"Dave, stop!" 


The voice is so familiar. So beautiful. | do as it says and stop. A hand comes to rest on my shoulder and | try 
not to push it away. 


‘Its okay, Dave." 


Yes, | know that voice. Know it all too well. It's the voice which has haunted my dreams for the past three 


years. It's the voice | spoke to and wrote letters to. Its the voice | apologised to a trillion times. 

There's a lump in my throat as | turn and look. And he's there, standing behind me, and looking as beautiful as 
| ever remember him. He's dressed just how | remember, in painfully tight jeans and a torn tshirt bearing our 
band's name. A serene smile lights up his face. Its as though he's happy to see me. But why? 

"David?" 

He nods, the smile widening at my recognition "Hello, Dave." 

"But-" | stall, unable to find the words. "But why?" 


He tilts his head to one side, thick waves of hair falling into his eyes. "Why, what?" 


"Why are you here?" | finally manage to ask. 


"Because you sent me here. And l'm so glad to see you again!" 


His excitement is jarring and | take a step back. | killed him. | snuffed out his life. | cut out his still beating 
heart and showed it to him before he died | screamed at him as he took his last breaths. | cursed him for 
looking at another as his precious life slipped away. | hated him for not being beside me all the time. Yet here 
he is being loving and happy. 


"Why are you glad to see me again?" So many questions. 


“Because this is a better place, Dave. You sent me to a better place. There's no hate here. No war, no famine, 


no politics. Just peace and love." 
"But | should be in Hell!" | protest. "I deserve to be for what | did!" 


David takes a deep breath and steps closer. This time | don't walk away. "You were in Hell," he says softly. 


"Earth is Hell. This is where we live in between lives." 
| frown. "| don't understand." 


The smile returns to David's lips and | feel my knees begin to give way. | know why | fell in love with him. Know 
why | loved every inch of his being. 


"You were a spiritual being having a human experience," he replies. "And we all had bad experiences down there. 
You were not alone. And you're not alone up here. There are many like us. This is the afterlife, Dave. Everyone 
comes here. It doesn't matter what religion you were, or where you lived in the world. This is where you come. 


And it sees you for only the good in you. There is no evil or negativity here." 


Its hard to comprehend and | close my eyes. Shaking my head | finally look at him and decide to drop the 
subject for the moment. | can't decide if sharing a place with some of the world's worst people is a good thing. 
But maybe, as David's said, they've been changed. They've had the evil they were stripped away to leave 
behind something beautiful. 


"You're still gorgeous.” David's face breaks into that wide smile | always loved. "Look at your hair!" 

My hair? That was gone as well, taken away in the hours before my death. Stroking my head, | let out a gasp 
as my fingers wander down the spirals of hair. Lifting it, | look and, true to David's word, its there, thick and 
red, just as | remember it. 

Looking down, | take in my clothes. Gone are the orange jumpsuits | was forced to wear. Instead l'm back in my 
black jeans and baggy band shirts. The familiar bullet belt hangs loosely from my hips. For the first time since 


arriving, | smile. 


"How long have you been waiting?" | finally ask 


David shrugs. "Only a few moments. | can't cross the bridge without you." 
Frowning, | ask, "Why?" 


"Because you're my chosen one. You and! were meant to be together. It's why we met. Our souls called to one 


another and we finally found our way together." 
"But we were meant to be happy on Earth!" 


"In Hell," David counters. "That planet is Hell. One day we may go back. Or we may go somewhere else. Or we 


may stay here. Wherever we go, itll be together." 
"You don't hate me?" 


"| did" David sighs and looks at the ground, his scuffed sneaker pushing at the grass. Around us people 
continue to make for the bridge. Hundreds upon hundreds of souls. David continues, "I did hate you, but it 
wasn't for long. Not when | got here. | realised this is where we're meant to be. The people on that planet 
didn't accept us. And we would never have been allowed to be ourselves. Management, band members, the fans; 
they'd all have told us that loving each other was a sin. There is no sin here, Dave. None at all. We can love 


whoever we want to love. And | want to be in love you again 


He looks up and smiles. | feel myself return it, my heart aching at his words | want to love him too. Want to 


love him with all my heart and soul. 
"| wrote you letters," | say. 


"I know." His smile stays in place. "| got them. And | heard you talking to me. Thank you for your words. It was 


nice to know you hadn't forgotten me." 

‘I'd never forget you. Ever." Tears prickle my eyes, threatening to fall. 

"| know." 

Taking a deep breath, | try and compose myself. Everything's at odds with what | was brought up to believe. | 
was a bad person. | fucked men. | murdered. | took the Lord's name in vain Yet l'm in a beautiful place filled 
with light and love. 

"You said you'd only been waiting a few moments?" | say. 

"Yes." He nods and looks over his shoulder to the bridge before looking back at me. "Time works differently 


here. I've only been here a few minutes. It's been three years for you." He smiles that smile again, his hazel 
eyes sparkling. "And now it's time to cross the bridge. | can't wait to see what's there!" 


David holds his hand out to me and | feel my heart leap. For a moment | look at it before look at him. Lowering 


my head, | quietly ask, "Can | get a kiss first? Please? I've missed them so much." 

He chuckles and | feel him move closer. Arms wrap around my neck and those warm, soft lips find mine. 
They're just as | remember and feel exactly the same. Letting out a low sigh, | wrap my arms around his tiny 
waist and hold him close. Eagerly | return the kiss. It's been three long and lonely years. | never thought I'd see 
him again. 

Finally, David pulls away. He grins, eyes dancing with happiness. "I've missed you." 

"Missed you too," | reply. 

Once more he holds out his hand. "Ready?" 

This time | am. Nodding, | take it. "Ready." 

We turn and head for the bridge, walking among the others. | do have someone to cross with. No matter what 


life we're in, I'll always have someone to cross the bridge with. And each time | know that | won't have to wait 


very long. 


